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~Alleria and Cyrus 
rushed in even as the 
last orc fell...the battle 
was fast, Shiori was 
stunned by the grace 

and speed of her 
fellows, their 

movements in 

harmony, they almost 
seemed to be dancing 

as they attacked...and 
the beast's attacks, 
savage and terrible, 
filled her with 
dread...the fight 

seemed to be going in 
the favor of her friends 
when the demon 

lashed out with 
impossible speed and 
force...Alleria was sent 
clear through the air, 
she crunched against 

a thick oak and nearly 
split the old tree in 
half...~ 


~Shiori roused from a 
stupor after what 
seemed like hours, 
Cyrus stood over the 
carcass of the demon, 
his face twisted with 
rage and pain, his 
formerly brown robe 
now stained deep with 
the fiend's 


blood...Alleria was 
dead...~ 

~Despair had taken 

hold of Cyrus, days 
after the tragedy, he 
simply vanished...he 
left no word for Shiori, 
and even the kindly 

old wizard, the 
Cystocot, could tell her 
nothing of him...~ 

~One day, after a brief 
and near-wordless 

visit with the mage, 
Shiori stepped into the 
moongate of Skara 
Brae...and 

disappeared from 
memory...~ 

(End Prologue) 


*The trail had led my 
old mentor and I into 
the Cursed Woods...it 
did not take long to 
find what we 
sought...Barac the 
Dark. ..he commanded 

a group of liches, and 
was held by the 
Cystocot's will as I 
fought...our efforts 
drained us, and I was 
ill-prepared for the 
attack of Barac'’s other 
minion...my former 
protégé, Shiori...* 
"Unraveling", Chapter 
4 of “The Wakening”, 
told by Cyrus of 
Sosaria. 

I woke with a sharp 
pain which dimmed 

my Ssight...how much 
time had passed since 
the battle?...even as I 
pondered this, I 
became aware of the 
shrouded form sitting 


on a nearby log, a 
slender, plated hand 
gripped the hilt of 
Ghoul Bane...and the 
jaw of a skull peaked 
out under it's hood...~ 
"Shiori...is that really 
you?”, my voice was 

dry and strange even 

to myself...the form 
turned and it's cold 
eyes fell upon me...a 
terrible aura 
surrounded it... 
"You're stronger than I 
thought...or at least 
your head is...", the 
voice was soft, but 
each breath was a 

hiss, and though it 

was familiar, it was 
also strange...the form 
pulled back it's hood, 
and removed it's 
cracked skull helm...it 
was Shiori, her skin 
was paler than a 
corpse...her hair raven 
black, and a wicked 
scar marred her face, 
carving up from chin to 
just below her left eye, 
and splitting the edge 
of her lips...she 
grinned cruelly and 
turned to a small 
campfire. "The look on 
your face is payback 
enough for my helm...” 
"I'd be careful with that 
blade...if what I feel is 
true...", I coughed 
blood and managed to 
prop myself up on one 
elbow, my hands were 
bound behind my 
back...I surveyed the 
area, we weren't far 
from the Crypt, my 


other kryss was 
imbedded in a gnarled 
tree trunk yards away, 
and the darkness of 
the woods hung in the 
air like a veil... 
"Your eyes are still 
sharp, I see...", she 
stood and whipped up 
Ghoul Bane, bringing 
it to my chin ina swift 
and graceful thrust- 
step...her hand shook 
and her grin grew 
wider, then her eyes 
darted to the side, I 
followed them and 

saw the Cystocot, 
unmoving, pale as 
death..."Barac wants 
to savor this...he's 
waited centuries for 
his revenge...the old 
wizard should not 

have challenged my 
pet...” 

I stared into her cold 
eyes and grim reality 
sunk in...”"What have 
you done?” 

She rose again and 
caressed the length of 
Ghoul Bane..."Your 
question is 
meaningless...you 
already know...”, she 
hissed and stooped, 
then grabbed my 
shoulder...pain tore 
through me, and I felt 
my life ebbing... 

"you raised him...with 
necromancy...”, I 
struggled for breath, 
she released her grip 
and stood over me 
again, the bodies my 
friend and I 
encountered now 


made a chilling kind of 
sense... “why?” 

"You will never 
know...Barac is resting 
now...but his strength 
will return with the 
night...and then...you 
will die...", she paced 
about and swept 

Ghoul Bane about her 

in rapid, graceful 
arcs...whatever had 
brought her to the dark 
arts, she had clearly 
focused her combat 
training greatly since I 
last saw her..."”He 

knew the blade would 
draw the wizard...you 
are merely an added 
bonus...” 

~Suddenly, a shaft of 
dark energy rose from 
the ground, and took 
the shape of a 
blackened 
moongate...cold, 
glowing eyes stared 

out from a hulking 
shadow, and Shiori fell 
into a low bow...~ 
"Master...", she hissed 
Sickeningly, almost 
delighted, an even 

more twisted grin on 
her face..."What are 
your orders?” 

"Child of Dark...Holy 


Knight...", the eyes 
turned on me and I 
shuddered 
uncontrollably, 


whatever this 
abomination was, it's 
voice was deep, and 
resounded with power 
and rage...”"Kill the 
Knight...spill his 
innards upon the Crypt 


of Barac...bring him 
forth with the 
arcanist...” 

~The ground shook 

and the portal faded, 
the woods darkened in 
it's passing, and the 
trees moaned...as the 
dark lifted, Shiori 
cackled and rose, her 
shroud rustled and her 
hair caught a sudden 
breeze...~ 
"Well...well...", she 
turned and stroked 
Ghoul Bane, “It will 
almost be an 
honor...felling my 
former master with his 
treasured blade...” 
"Is that so?", I 
coughed another wad 

of blood and smiled, 
"You should have 
killed me before I had 
such a...peaceful 
slumber...", I rose and 
she staggered back 
with 

surprise..."AUGUS 
LUMINOS!!!1!" 

~Light filled the woods 
and my body burst 

with holy 
energy...streams of 
light crashed down 
from above, and Shiori 
barely dodged a bolt 
of the light, I rolled 
back as they fell and 
my bonds were 

burned, with a snap I 
freed my hands, and I 
quickly ran to the tree 
that held my other 
kryuss...Shiori had 
recovered from the 
ash, and she raced 
after me, as I pulled 


the blade from the 
tree, I parried her 
attack and Ghoul 

Bane rung against it's 
companion blade...~ 


